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A. HOME ONCE MORE. 

The Sloper Family is once more united, and Papa is bubbling over with happiness. He has, I am pleased to say, shaken off his sliyht indisposition, and 
is now as skittish as a three-months-old kitten. The reception we accorded him upon his arrival at Waterloo quite overwhelmed my misyuided Parent, and he 
spent a whole hour in alternately crying and laughing. The crowning effect of all, however, was when Poor Pa and Ma, seated on top of their own luygage, 
were drawn round the railway station by Snook and Billy. I cheered myself hoarse, Lardi fainted, and Tottie went off into hysterics.’’—Tootsir. 


TO THE PURE ALL THINGS ARE PURE. THE LADY DETECTIVE. 


——— 


In the autobiography of Canler, Chief de la Police de 
Stéreté, he gives an account of the clever detective work \ 
performed by a Mademoiselle Fleurette, “twenty years old, | 
with a pretty face and graceful figure, and dressed in the 
best taste.” 

She told a sorrowful tale of betraval and desertion. She 


was well-educated, and seemed to Canler just the very per- 

son he was at that time seeking for, and he at once set her { 

to work, | 
An apparently respectable tradesman was suspected by | 


the police of being a receiver of stolen goods, He and his 
wife kept no servant, but Fleurette, disguised en paysanne, 
called on them, saying she had just come up from. the 
country to find a place, and for the tirst month expected 
only her food, These terms suited. and she was engaged. 
Ina few days Fleurette informed Canler that her master 
went out every night, and. later on. returned carrying, 
hidden under his coat, a number of precious articles, which 
he concealed in the cellar, The next night the * fence” was { 
rudely jostled by a police agent, whe pretended to slip his 
foot and fell on the ground, risi win, however, to 
seize the man he had assaulted ane for help. Toon 


eal 
moment other agents were on the scene,and quickly seareh- t 


“AWM, such fun t Daddy's been pretending to see And certainly Brown's “ pretending,” as his poor, innocent little danghter termed it, was abont ing the victim's pockets, He was well loaded, but unable 
ask ise aud spiders, and all sorts of things! Du come the nearest approach to the real thing itself one could possibly imagine. Mrs, Brown had ber own to aay where his treasures came from, Klenrette opened the 


° ‘i . ] + 
ideas on the subject. door to the police, and immediately made herself scarce, | 


and they pounerd upon the hidden store in the cellar. One case 
Inore we have room for A merchant, calling on Canler, com- 
plained that for some time past he had missed small sums of 
Mmoney from hia safe, aud, suspecting it was his book-keeper, he 
tad diseharzed him, but still the pilferings continued, His house- 
hold consimied of himself and wife, a cook, housemaid and nurse, 
Two days befove his wife had discharged the nurse for some cause, 
and it was clear that the nurse was not the thief, for that very day 
he had lostanother small sum. He had not spoken to his wife on 
the subject of the safe, fearing that she might commit some indis- 
cretion and give the alarm, and for his own part, after counting his 
money, he every evening double-locked bealaees of safe and office, 
and kept the keys about him, : . 

Next day Fleurette, in the character of a nurse, was installed in 
the house, and fora fortnight ceaselessly watched the other ser- 
vants, the clerks and all) persons who came and went, but without 
snecess, One morning, however, rising very early, she saw, as she 
came downstairs, her mistress, gliding along like a shadow, unlock 
the office door, enter, return and double-lock it again, Fleurette, 
after this, was more than ever watchful, and again saw her mistress 
repeat the same acts. There was no doubt now who was the thief, 

Canler had the lady watched, nd found that she was very extra- 
vagant in her purchases of dress, and Fleurette also learnt from 
the housemaid that the husband was very stingy towards her in 
this respeet. Next day Canler instructed his trusty ally to intro- 
duce him during the absence of the husband. The lady received 
him haughtily ; but when he told her who he was and what her 
husband had: commissioned him to do, and at the same time 
exhibited the keys, she burst into tears, exclaiming, “Tam lost!” 
Canler assured her he would not betray her secret, and departed, 
Fleurette having already disappeared, 

The Chief of Police then sent to the husband to ask him to call 
at his house at once, and when he came, told him that Fleurette 
had surprised a man at the office door, but had not been able to 
sve his face, and that in his flight he had dropped the keys. He 
also suggested that it must have been some old employé, who, 
before he was discharged, had been able to take a wax model of 
them. Nodoubt the merchant suspected his wife, as he had not 
taken her into his confidence respecting his losses or Fleurette's 
employment, but he seemed delighted that all had ended thus, and 
left two hundred francs for the Lady Detective. She remained in 
Canler’s service two years, and then falling ill, retired to her native 
place, and he heard of her no more. 

e 4 * * * e 
THEE KRoNNICKL OFF CRIME. 
Cuapep. MDCXXXIX, 

wee av crorl out off caif too sea iff ‘Taters is corps is concele. itt 
fsa nott to bee foun. orrer. thee perlise iss onn hour trax, wee ar 
down inter the caif wunct mor pritty quick. but unger nores. thee 
deeming phrogg hev ketch a fli. 

(Next week," Old Newgate.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


——— 

sae Cesreapoouents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Any stationer sae them, Or we'll do it, ARTHUR LEE; (vr- 
tainly, you ought to, HAROLD, Also pay the proper fee. You're in 
juke, of course, M1ss DoLLY; Do, by all means, LITTLE FLO. 
Always glad to see you, BONNER; Sorry, QUILL, we do nut know, 
Hare a little patience, ARCHER, You must not give way to wrath ; 
Don't you know too many cooks, WYN, Generally spoil the broth ? 


Quite intense, IMPASSIONED CHAPPIE, Do you really feel like’ 


that? Still, you mustn't try it often, Or'twould fall a trifle flat. 
Quite a little harvest, COPPER; Are you sure the ticker's guld ? 
Glad to find that you've returned, Livk, To the Antiquated's sold, 


—_——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, pust-Sree : 
3 Monthe, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THK SLOPERIES," 99 SHO“w LANE, FLEET Street, LONDON, K.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Bookseilers'’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangenent at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rur pe La Banque, 


£150 


toil be paid to the next-f-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Iailway Servants on duty pot Me: who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
SLopven’s HALY-HOLIDAY” be Sound upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ALLY SLOPER’S HALF -HOLIDAY" 4s 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


: JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_ 


Buggins. 1 can’t make out why you women always ery ata 
wedding. My wife there, when we were married, cried the whole 
time, 

Clara Cheekleigh. Reason enourh, Mr. Buggins, The thought 
of marrying you would be enough to make avy woman cry, L 
should think, ** 

s 


A CERTAIN reverend gentleman was noted for his antipathy to 
the holy state of matrimony, and one day a single lady belonging 
to his congregation “got at him” with regard to this little weak- 
ness of his. Madam,” he replied, “Heaven is our aim and 
ambition and the place of perfect happiness, and in the good book 
we read that ‘in Heaven there is neither marriage nor giving in 


vor 


marriage. -* 


* 
Wuy the dramatists write plays 
Doesn't much excitement raise, 
Lots of folks, inclined to scoff, 
Are asking why they don't leave off. 
7 


* 
Young Wife, yon I'm so glad you've called, Mrs. House- 


Young Hushand.§ wile! We've brought some lamb's fry, and 
don't Know how to cook it. Tsay it ought to be stewed, but 
Cuaarlie thinks it ought to be boiled with onions, Do, please, tell us, 

rife Housewife. Neither, my dear. It ought to be fried with 
prrsiey. 

Newly Married Couple (in chorus), There, now! I knew you 
were wrong. ae 

» 


In the Greenroom at the “ Frir.” 
Flossie Fairly, ‘Vis all settied, dear, Young Bullion, the 
banker's son, has propozed, and we are to be married next week. 
Di Darkling, Did you have much tronble in getting his consent ? 
Flossie Fairly, Whose? my father's? 
Di Darkling, No, young Bullion’s, 
(And the neat day hair was cheaper than ever. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 441.--The * Masonic Rifle Girl” Costume. 


“None but the fair deserve 
the brave.” 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Flamingoat. 


Swell, Waiter, look at that pie and tell me what it is, 


Waiter, A custard, sir. 


Swell, Humph! bring me a saw anid chopper to ent it with. 


Joe, Ain't ver coming ont with 
yer ‘oop, Bill ? 

Bill (verth all the importance of 
frst situation). Can't, dear boy. 
Have to catch an early train to the 
City. Ta, tal 


A shy little party of Frome 
Was hoping they were not at home, 
And felt very glad 
When John said that ther had 
“Gone hout for a drive hin the brome.” 


(Saturday, October 8, 1892, 


Ss eneneeeneeeeeeeeeee ee 


HE wasa dear little boy in an Kton suit, and had accompani 
his grown-up brother and the Desperate Dramatist into a «|, by 
the Strand where they buy drinks. The two elders decided , 
whisky and soda, and the D. D. asked the cherubiec ten-year-ol 
“Would you like a bottle of lemonade?” and the cherub with n 
Joshua Reynolds’ smile, replied, “No fear! No bally teetotal 


drinks for me!" ete 
s 


shop in 


Solicitor, Yes, madam, 1 think IT have all the particulars of ti. 
accident, how your late husband was smashed to little bits, 1, 
and now, all that remains is the question of damages. Whi) do 
voivlaine, Well, T should | 

idiow, We should say he were worth a couple of 5 
sir; you see | ain't had to bury him. : Peas 
ss 


Country Inds are often told 

London etreets are paved with gold, 

Oider hands, who know the ropes 

Say Loudon streets are paved with—hopes, 
ted 


* 
Foung Moses. Oh, s'elpme! My pais artful. Just listen, t),i; 
is his last wrinkle! At night he promises me sixpence if !'li 1, 
bed early liken good boy, and then the next morning he promises 
me that I shall stay up late if I'll go without the sixpence! ()j, 
he is artful, he is. *.* : 


Spiffer. 1 don't believe in doctora. What good are they? 
Spuffer, Oh, 1 don't know. Mine cured me pretty quick, | 
know, when L was laid up last month, 
Spiffer. How? 
Spuffer, By telling the wife that his fee was 10s, 6d. a visit. 
sf. 


* 
Brown. 1 have been informed that young Sponger Lushinzton 
is given to drink. Is this true? 


Jones. Not so much as that drink is given to him. 
. 


You can never be too careful in entering into conversation with 
astranger. A man we know wastdown at Dover last week, where 
the borings are for the Channel Tunnel, and he began talking toa 
decent looking fellow about the discovery of coal, winding up 
with, “ You are a native of the place, I presume, and I should like 
to know what your views are.” ‘ My views are sixpence apiece,” 
was the reply, and the stranger brought out a packet of photos, 
He had struck « peddling photographer. 

s 2 


s 
IT isa great misfortune fora man to be absent-minded, Dvn. 
hecker's mother-in-law showed hima photo of his wife the other 
day, and inquired whether he did not consider it a good likeness, 
“Tam afraid it is,” murmured Pen., absently, and then the music 
commenced, *° 


After the Military Tournament. 
She. It must be dreadfully hard for those military bicyc‘ists, 
dear, 
Ile. Why? , 
She. Why, to remember which is the right wheel and which is 
the left. 7° 


In the Suburbs. | 

First Friend (bibulously inclined). Well, what will you have, 
old man? 

‘Scoond Friend (hibulously inclined), 1 think VII have a drop 
of whisky. (Zo the barmaid.) Have you any Johnny Walker, 
mise? 

Barmaid. No, sir ; we only keep Scotch and Irish ! 

ss 


s 
I puT this simple question one day : 
“Which ig the Fossil SUOPER 8 worst day? 
Say, is it Saturday or Sunday ? 
Can it be Tuesday? Is it Monday?” 
The answer came: “No; it is Thirst-day.” 


s* 
s 


“WHAT a melancholy man your husband seems to be, Mrs, Ink- 
sling!” “Well, you see, dear, he’s always thinking about: his 
business.” “And what is his business, dear?" “He writes fur 


the comic papers.” ° 


Poet, That kind of verse is very exhausting, you know. 
Friend (who has just read it), \t is, indeed ! 
2s 
* 
WE often hear of singers dwelling long upon a note, bat you 
wouldn't believe what a jolly long time some of them have to live 
on one, ** 


Mra. Faraway. 1 suppose you have forgotten, husband, that this 
is the anniversary of your wedding day. ; 4 
Professor Faraway (abstracting himself from conic sections). 
Eh? “What? Dear me! Is it, really? And when is yours, dear. 
ws 
* . 
First Stranger. ’Scuse me, sir, but am I on the right road for 
"Ighgate? Sake 
"eoud Stranger. The right road for Reigate? No, indeed, re 
ain't, you're a-comin’ away, Go right back agin, cross ove! 
London Bridge, aud ask ag’in. *,° 


At the Breakfast Table. : 
She, What does the paper say about the weather, dear? 
He. The forecast says tine and dry. mae 
She (looking out of window), Humph! The overcast says We 
and stormy, so 1 shall wear my water-proof, 
ad 
* . 
Father. Sissy, you're a very naughty girl for slapping yeur 
brother like that. Say, I'm very sorry, brother, 
Sissy. But that will be more naughty, dada. 
Father. How's that? es 
Sissy. ’Cos that'll be a ‘tory, ‘cos I ain't sorry. 
*¢ 


* 1 

STU H $ e itary. Frequently 

“ GENIUs,” snid Bladder, pater, “is rarely Rene ita ae ha 

clever men have stupid sons, and rice tered.” : ee ehaihte 
Branches, with one breath, exclaimed, “ Hooray ! theres a c™ 


fur us to turn out smart, then! EE 


* at 
“You should see me dance the polka, 
He sang, and lovely Rose | 
Declared she'd felt him dance it 
When he had crushed her tucs. 
zt 


aa , rep 2 Don't tale on 
Sympathizing Friend, What's the matter, dear 


80, . ©. fend sol 
7U-Uaed Wife. Oh, it’s that husband of mine. Tle is (#"). 
tha brute to me! ao 
ouSum vathizing Friend. What's he done now, the wretch? Boake 
Tll-Used Wife. Why, he's been (sed, anh) calling ae ey ane th 
(sub) he could think of, because (sob, sub) | wouldnt Lai 
worsted, so that he could mend a hole in his sock i mid like 
have to wear my stockings in holes, Why caut he, I she 
to know? “° 


what line you are In © 
ker'a warehouse. 


Saturday, October 8, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE HOME AGAIN. 


.ccarpING to the poet, “ There's no place like home.” “No,” 
voor Pa, “vot even with the brokers in, 
cungton Irving, in one of his charming books, observes :— 
Be “It was the policy 
of the good old 
gentleman to 
make his children 
feel that home 
was the happiest 
place in the 
world.” Poor Pa 
does not seem to 
have read that 
book, but I 
marked the place, 
and laid the 
volume ona table 
where he would 
see it when 
first he woke. 
Coming home 
late, he found it 
there. But he did 
not read it. He 
threw it at Ma for 
breathing out 
loud. 

Our journey 
home was not 
wholly free from 
ructions, but 
Tottie and I are 
once more 
friends, and, tem- 
porarily, [am 
again friendly with Billyand Snook, Bob, with whom I have not 
vet made it up, is cruising in a dingey round the coast of Ireland 
in search of A missing yacht, heavily armed with cutlasses and 
cuns, By latest advices, we learn that Bob and the crew have 
leon seen carousing in the neighbourhood of Wapping. But all 
thix seems contradictory, 

Meanwhile, what we know for certain is that Billy and the Dook 
have reached town somehow, and, as they seemed very faint and 
thirsty, we clubbed together and provided ginger-beer and buns, 
The last we saw of Billy when Lardi and I had started him on the 
wav, Was his sitting on one of his two large portmanteaux in the 
middie of the road wrangling with a small boy who had broken 
down in his efforts to carry them. Our impression is that they 
were full of bricks, 

The Dook, suddenly finding a florin in his waistcoat ket, and, 
loftily ignoring Billy and his luggage, chartered a cab, which he 
invited Tottie to share with him. Tottie, who, if not mean, is 
nothing, greedily accepted ; but the hour of retribution was nigh 
ue hand, When they alighted at Tottie’s ma's, the Dook found, to 
lus horror, that he had transferred the florin from the whole pocket 
where he found it toanother more holey than righteous pocket, from 


Wot 


A heavy weight. 


a 


. a5 Bo | 
17: q | 


Cabby knows his fare, 


which it had slipped out and fallen to the ground and was irre- 
trievably lost. The cabman, very naturally, required his fare, and 
refused to give up the luggage before he got it. Upon this 
humiliating scene | draw the curtain, 

We arrived home just three hours before Poor Pa and Ma, and 
naturally rushed off to meet them, and a right royal welcome we 
accorded them, [can tell you, as you will see for yourselves by 
referring to the front page, 

OF course, there was an inaugural banquet. Ma lent Poor Pa the 
oney to purchase five separate screws of tobacco and a spittoon, 
lottie. however. joins us later on with a bottle of Silver Foil 
Saumur (at 2s 3d.), and Poor Pa, seemingly under the impression 
that he has provided it at his own expense, helps himself to a 
couple of glasses and rises to say a few words. 

le savs it gladdens his heart to see his family once more 
sithered around the mahogany-tree. He adds that it brings the 
tardrop to his eye, and, sighing, begins to fill a third glass, But 
we cant quite stand that, acd Tottie snatches away what is left of 
the wine, which we divide. Poor Pa says nothing, but resumes his seat. 

Ma then informs us that she and Poor Pa and the Twins have 
had a very en- 
joyable holiday 
at various sea- 
side resorts, 
and have been 
very hospitably 
received on 
their first 
arrival by the 
local authori- 
ties, though, on 
one or two oc- 
casions, a less 
friendly feeling 
has prevailed 
phe they were 

ng away. 
weethiat ruffian 
at the ‘Red 
Lion’——” here 
broke in Poor 
Pa; but Ma 


quently trans- 
pired that 
Poor Pa had 
bravely visited 
the “Lion” in 
Sage twice 
inv ar ' on Friday even- 
2 met ates on Saturday, being removed, as per usual, at 
linda eoen turned up again with a cheery sir at eleven 

“Y Morning to explain that he was a bond side. 5 


“Home, sweet home.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE LADY FAIR. 
ON a shelf in Somerset House there lay 
A book, which showed in a shameful way 
That Angelifera Jessamine Grey 
Of her age was fifty-three, 
Yes, although the sugvestion she oft denied, 
She had surely reached Life's autumn-tide, 
And her teeth were false, and her hair was dyed, 
And a wretched old maid was she. 


She was plastered with powder, and paste and paint, 
And the people who neared her made oft compiaint 
That her perfumes and essences turned them faint: 
She had jewels both rich and rare, 
And as tine were her dresses as fine could be, 
And she tried, with an eye unto matrimonee 
To convince all the gilded young men that she 
In good sooth was a lady fair. 


But, albeit those Johnnies, with hearts so hard, 
To the maiden’s a pay slight regard, 
Yet that youthful young fellow, the “ Sloperies " bard, 
Is prepared on his oath to swear 
That the girlis right. He saw her to-day 
Ina hansom cab; and he begs to say 
That Miss Angelifera Jessamine Grey 
In good sooth was a lady fare !! 
og 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himaclf, with passing observations and footnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER XXVII. 
TROUBLES, 


ALTHOUGH IJ loved her whom I may term my ownest, my life was 
not even in other respects undisturbed by care. I have lived a 
mixed existence, 

(Quite right, old man. The way he does a jamboree of Scotch, 
Irish and “ Unsweetened,” turn and turn about, would do credit to 
anemu, that can swalluw anything, from o turnstile to a girl's 
boot-heel.— McG.) 

I was troubled even at what might be termed the halcyon period 
of my existence by sundry creatures in the form of shoemakers, 
butchers and other things, At my lodgings, even there they had 
an unpleasant way of sitting on the doorstep and waiting for me. 
When Mrs. Sloper had named the day and | was returning home, 
I have a most distinct recollection that I fell over a presumptuous 
i who was lé@ning against the front door with his can 

ide him, He was a spotty faced youth, who wished to know 
whether people shed four half-and-half on me for nothing from 
pure motives of philanthropy. | was insulted. 

(As to tick, my own impression is that poor ALLY couldn't resist 
it at any time. I believe he’s the only mau in existence who can 
boast that he steer got credit ona penny steamboat, and who 
once left the immortal hat for the halfpenny which in days of yore 
was demanded on Waterloo Bridge.—IKY Mo.) 

As to trouble, man is born to it. I have always had amenities. 
The world has never been as smooth to meas it might be. Other 
men become bankrupts and live on tlourishing. 1 have ever found 
the world a thorny path ; a sort of Hampstead Heath—all furze 
bushes and very little refreshment. 

(Little refreshment, indeed! Why, the man has simply pagsed 
his life in trying to go through an everlasting avenue of drinks! 
It's perfectly sickening to hear the old humbug. He says that he 
hasn't lived happily. It’s my belief that he’s as happy as the year 
goes round, A drink in his mouth and a pawn ticket in his pocket, 
and he’s all there--hat and all.—McG.) 

Mrs. Sloper has been a good wife; yet, even she, at the earliest 

riod of our existence, was unable to banish care. Love is love: 

ut to the single man there is the unpaid tailor, to the married the 
water rates ; to even the sorrowing widower the gas. 

I was indeed sad at that period of my life. Love troubled me, 
bills worried me. 

The course of human nature is to run crooked. 

(It is the course of Sloperian nature. The Eminent, in going 
home, may be said, in days when the ghost walks, to go gathering 
lamp-posts.—THE MANAGER WHO HOLDs THE I O Us.) 

(To be continued next week.) 


a 


YE KEN! 
LAST night we watched the sun go down, 
With sweet farewell of love; 
We saw the roving rooks tly home 
To old, old elms above ; 
And, 28 we cross d the peaceful lea, 
You ask'd me something then— 
What did | answer, sweetheart mine? 
1 only said, “ Ye ken.” 


Last night pleaded, as we stood 
Just by the wicket gate, 

When ‘mid the dusk the roses blush'd, 
And distant bells rang late ; 

You ask'd for something else, dear love ; 
You pleaded softly then, 

1] wouldna’ grant hese pray’r last night, 

ut now, sweetheart, ye ken. 


And some day, so you whisper now, 
We'll walk the old kirk way, 

When all the bird songs breathe of love 
And merry bairnies play. 

But, sweetheart, tho’ ‘twill be the samo, 
You'll need no answer then— 

For all the love that’s in my heart, 
Dear lad, ye ken, ye ken, 


TWO GIRTON GIRLS. 

You could see at a glance that the girls had been “born in the 
purple,” their classic foreheads and delicately chiselled nostrils 
denoting the caste of Vere de Vere, Each held a strap full of the 
works of learning of Euclid and Carpenter, and Huxley and Mill. 
We really felt mad with the train for rattling so,as we'd have given 
anything to have overheard their learned conversation—doubtless 
about the origin of the species, or the differential calculus, or some- 
thing of that sort. 

But a pause in the rattling came—oh, happy pause !—and we 
bent our ear. 

“Oh, Ethel, what a delightful book ‘The Mystery of the Beer 
Bunghole’ is! 1 declare I'm quite enchanted with it,” 

“ Lovely, isn’t it?) How far have you got?" 

“To the place where Adéle—poor Adéle !—is bidding good-bye on 
her death bed to the poor people in the cottage who dragged her 
out of the railway accident.” 

“Ah, but she don't die.” 

“Nol” 

“Oh, no, she gets well and marries that young solicitor—the one 
who flung himself under the wheels of the pony carriage when it 
bolted on the road to Limejuice Grange.” 

“ How positively sweet! But she was engaged to her cousin.” 

“ Te marries Blanche, the supposed daughter of the Countess, 
who kept the Berlin wool shop.” 

“Then, what becomes of Arthur?” 

“He runs away with Ethel, and gets married by a registrar in 
London.” 

“But Ethel is engaged to Harold Wylde?” 

“Oh, he dies—falls from his horse: the poor animal being 
poisoned with boot varnish by a vengeful valet, who afterwards 
commits forgery, »nd——" 

“Oh, don’t tell me, don't tell me! I long to get home and finish 
it, [swt it quite Coe lovely!” 
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TWO PLEDGES. 


— 


ALL trades and professions and callings have their bad times—at 
least, those who follow them do, and uo one witha properly cleaned 
and accurately regu- . 
lated brain can ex- 
pees surprise at the 
act that even the 
inhabitants of a cab- 
yard—proprietor, 
cabmen, stablemen, 
cleaners, ete.—should 
sometimes ex peri- 
ence the sensation of 
financial embarrass- 
ment. And having 
taken the above for 
granted, the correctly 
balanced mind would 
be doing its reputa- 
tion an injustice were 
it not to recognize, 
in addition, the utter 
reasonableness of 
there being a pawn- 
broker's shop in that 
cabyard's immediate 
vicinity, Whether 
Mr. Benjamin Solo- 
mon-Solomon had 
been moved to take 
up his quarters in 
this busy centre by a 
feeling of genuine 
und impartial sym- 
pathy, or whether 
that Hebrew tinan- 
cier had become thus situated from an instinctive desire to keep 
himself in pocket, we will not stop to conjecture, it being quite 
sufficient for the requirements of this little story to write it down, 
that, whatsoever the feeling which prompted him in the matter, 
Mr. Benjamin Solomon-Solomon did pursue the occupation of a 
pawnbroker in Hayfork Mews, and did, in pursuing it, somehow 
manage to keep body and soul together. The means of existence 
are inexhaustible and mysterious, 

The resources of old Frank Clarence were lower than ever ona 
certain Saturday night, which to him looked a pretty uncertain one, 
and the rsa cabman, whose failing eyesight compelled him 
now to give up driving for lamp-cleaning, was none too fuilot hope 
regarding the chance of there being anything for his and his 
daughter's dinner on Sunday. Being in that particular mood 
which induces men, when they have arrived at the extremity of 
misfortune, or have every reason to believe that they have done so, 
to walk aimlessly 
through the streets, 
now and then retiring 
into the shadow of a 
doorway to — brush 
away a tell-tale tear 
and at length to re- 
turn home none the 
better and none the 
worse for the crazy 
journey, old Clarence 
took up his hat and 
i prebig to leave his 
jodging to take care 
of itself for a while. 

As he walked aim- 
lessly towards the 
door, bent on going 
out to try his luck, 
his failing eyesight 
proved that it had 
not yet failed by 
noticing a small gold 
ring, set with pearls, 
which lay upon the 
mat by the fireplace. 
He took the ring in 
his hand and gazed 
at it wonderingly. 
Then actuated, no 
doubt, by the very 
best intentions, he 
left his lodging and 
proceeded in the 
direction of Benjamin Sclomon- Solomon's. 

The assistant, one Jack Raddington, turned red when the ring 
was handed to him from what we think is known in the profession 
as the “wrong side of the counter.” (Where the right side of the 
counter is in these establishments we must leave it to scientists to 
determine.) 

“How much?” asked Jack. 

“Ten shillings.” 

“Name?” 

“Clarence,” looking at Jack with a timid smile. 

“Jack started. Then, getting the old man's address, he made 
out a ticket to “John Clarence, 14 Hayfork Mews,” and handed 
him the money. # * * * * 

When the ancient Clarence arrived home that night, laden with 
good things for the morrow and bringing a present of a pot of 


Starting for wu walk, 


Examining the ring. 


-mignonette for his daughter Nellie, he found that young lady 


standing talking to a youth at the outer door, 

“Nelly,” he whispered, as he passed by them into the house, 
“come ina moment, 
dear, I've had good 
luck to-night.” 

And he told 
his tale of the find- 
ing of the ring. 
Nelly had a tale 
to tell, too. It was 
that Jack Radding- 
ton had proposed to 
her the night be- 
fore, and they were 
going to be married 
next week, 

“He leaves the 
pawnbroking  busi- 
ness on Monday, 
father, and buys a 
hansom and two 
horses.” 

But she said 
nothing about the 
ring Jack had sent 
and he, her father, 
had pledged with 
Jack, “It would 
break his heart. if 
he knew it was mine 
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allowed the old 
man to think he 
had done quite a 
smart thing; and Jack and she often laugh now over the memory 
of the time when they once had ber engagement ring for dinner, 
and how his pledge of love got pledszed. 


Good things fur the morrow, 
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(T's ALL OFF NOW. 

Poor little Jones has been induced to wade out to get what his 

Angelina says is @ lovely coloured jellyfish — (a pair of discarded 

bathing drawers). 


“Why, my dear, you look thinner.” 
“Well, dear, I lave lost a bit.” 


{ & her sriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 
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There are three kinds of Truth; there is Plain Grim Truth, Beautiful Truth, and 
Tabouchere's Truth. The two former live in wells, the latter in Fleet Street. (1) 
Plain Grim Truth, to tell the truth, is rather an unpleasant party to confront, so 
A. SLOPER doesn’t do it if he can conveniently get out of it ;——(2). But as for the 
Beautiful, he considers she should he courted—for he loves her! George Washing- 
ton narrowly escaped a cranking through telling the truth, Now, narrow esca pes, 
A. SLOPER bas always found, are uncomfortable things, and give almost as great a 
shock to the system as the actual catastrophe. Therefore - and this he, as a moral 
parent, would instil into the youthful mind—if that shock to the child's system, 
which, if not taken in time, may undermine the constitution and drive a parent to 
tankruptey throuzh having to meet endless doctors’ bills—and no right-minded child 
would wish thaf—for the advantages of a pursy parent over an impecunious one is 
obvious—can be avoided by a bold buster, why then, bust, boys, and stick to it! But 
this by the way, While canoeing up the river the other day, A. SLOPER sighted 


INUNDATIONS. 


No, 255.—MDLLE. ZULIMA, 


“A fig for the life that has known nut her smile.” 
—The Dook Snook. 


—Lord Bub, 
“My passion for the maid no mind can fathom." 
—The Hon, Billy. 


“T, too, have loved, but Zulima's my fate.” 


(1). MeSwine said, “Cum a fut nearer and a'll blaw yer brains oot.” 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


CONGRATULATORY. 
“You wish to marry my daughter ? Poor boy! I condole 
with you; she is a counterpart of her mother.” 


(2). MeSnatchum said, “Sum o’ them is sure tae be deed, it’sa job onyway.” 


(Saturday, October 8, 1892, 


- pears fond of horseri jing, 
but papa cannot afford to let me have ; 
horee, Am almost inclined to join a 
circus troupe, dear.” — £rtract trum 
Letter of Young Lady. . 


; i ee < Z Ue - =: -—- ——— Gap RTS oe ee ee 
| fi | ©? Miss Slover will be delishted to receive photographs from those OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—HENRY LABOUCHERE, Esq., M.P, 


another canoeist. "twas the owner of 7ruth, Mr. Henry Labouchere. dn: ne t ius 
their craft were alongside each other, and the two great men were heartily iad 
hands, “I canoe it was you!” cried A. SLOPER, gleefully. Repressing & « ere uy 
cave in A. SLOVER'S vessel, Mr. Labouchere invited him into his delightful - eas 
hard by on the bank. After refreshment, and while over their cigars, mld the Mr 
nent, “ Now I am here, Henry, I may as well interview you.” “All right, a p ae 
Labouchere, “ but one moment, I always like to be interviewed clothed as thes rt it 
person on the cover of my journal. Now I am, ready !“——(3). But A. eater i 
occupied at that moment in examining a favourite pimple on his nose. eine 
cried Mr. Labouchere, “ would you thus desecrate that unsullied mirror!" an efi 
the Wreck by the scruff, he pitched bim into his canoe,—(4). And cast Tato it 
on the boundless Thames, with nothing but a bottle of champagne AL dahatof 
cigars, Mrs. Sloper is getting anxious, as he has not turned up yet,—(5) At ts 


familiar pattern was observed this morning at low water off the coast of Barking Creek. 
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nace [or 
* ner IT git hame the better, this is 0} 
(3). And continued,“ The s00! es git —— 
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urday, October &, 1892.j. ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 
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Nelsor’s Sleip ° 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


“Ha, ha! what is this I see before me?" as the villain remarks in the transpontine melodrama, ; brave :-—A paper correspondent thinks More women nmvo go in for drinks :—The boy who did the 
A largely increased crowd, ready and waiting for the opening of the show? Good business! | housemaid’s work His dutics didn't try to shirk :—The coster demonstrates to show He wants to 
Luckily, Pve got an unusually tasty entertainment on to-day, We will commence at once :—A 
scone trom Maddon Hall behold ; A pretty opera, so I'm told :-—These folks assemble in the Square 
Ti tist the right of mecting there :—Sie thousand pounds to us will sace the Foudroyant, of Nelson 


heep his“ pitch,” you know :—The applicant remarked that he The beak again would like to see, 
There you are, ladies and gentlemen. After that pretty little clepiny tg peopel to think you'll 
1OW MAN, 


continue to give your patronage ta —THE SLOPERIAN $8 


“REVENGE 


Billy (blubbering). You know that apple of Cissie’s that some- 
one stole, Well, dad says it was me. 

Tommy. He, he, he! 

Billy, And he says I shall die, because it was poisoned. 
Tommy. Oh, tor! /'m a dead ‘un, then, 


4 
/ 


Ethel. You told Dick T was coming this afternoon ? 
Ethel. You didn't! Why not, pray ? 

Tommy, Becanse he was in such a beastly rage with me for smashing bis razor, and I wanted to pay 
him out, Hell be so mad when be knows vou've called, Such larks! 


Tommy. No, T didn't, you bet. 


— 


> —— = 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—— 


IN starting a crusade against the enormous increase in the con- 
sumption of alcvholic liquor amongst the feminine community, 
the Daily Telegraph 
has hit the right nail 
upon the head and is 
yroceediug to drive it 
fous with a vigour 
worthy of the cause, 
However we may en- 
deavour to shut our 
eyes to it, it is never- 
theless a fact, thata 
great number of the 
fair sex are degene- 
rating into drunkards, 
and only those who 
know the effect that 
strong drink has upon 
womankind generally, 
can form an idea of 
what this means. It 
means, in the first in- 
stance, the unsexing 
of herself, secondly, 
the brutalizing of her 
nature, and thirdly, the 
wrecking of her home, 
What can be done 
to prevent the spread 
of the dreadful disease 
—for it is nothing 
less—among the 
mothers of our future 
generations it is difti- 
cult to say, but it is to be hoped that the missionaries and others 
who ure moving in the cause will be enabled to concoct a scheme by 
which a national calamity may be averted. Imprisonment is use- 
less, so seine Other meaus must be tried—and tried at once. Mean- 
while, we are pleased to see that the numerous Temperance Societies 
are exerting themselves in the right direction, 

st 
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THE Dilapidated Dustheap has this day been graciously pleased 
to confer the “ Award of Merit” upon BETTINA DE SORTIS, be- 
cause she’s an Imperial treasure, “ Feyther,” chortled the Blue- 
Orbed Chappie, as they sat side by side in the Empire stalls, “ [ 
Inust say that for a drink fuddled, addleheaded, doddering old 
potterer, you've really made a remarkably good selection.” But the 
Antiquated was watching the gyrations of Bettina, as she danced 
herself merrily and skilfully into all hearts in the glorious new 
production, Round the Town,in mute admiration, and for once the 
insult of the Azure-Eyed passed unnoticed and unpunished. 

s¢ 
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SOMEBODY has been rejoicing over the fact that the Australian 
beauty is beginning to find favour in the eyes of novel readers, 
who have given the cold shoulder 
to the American girl, with her 
vert manners and nasal twang. 
Vell, the latter has had a pretty 
long innings, and it’s only fair to 
give the Colonial squatter’s heir- 
ess achance. Pobably, Mr, Horn- 
wing set the fashion by his clever 
story, “A Bride from the Bush.” 
Anyway, it’s a welcome change, 
aud we rejoice accordingly, 


s 

Miss SepouHrR RHODES, the 
new Prima Donna of the Lyric 
Theatre, is a young American 
artiste of remarkable beauty and 
grace, with the highest reputation 
from Paris and Italy, both as a 
singer and actress, She is the 
blondest of blondes, with a most 
supple and = graceful style of 
figure, and an entrancing charm 
of manner, The only occasions 
upon which the young lady has 
hitherto appeared upon the stage 
have been in Grand Opera during 
the month of her trial début at 
Florence, where she appeared in 
Lucia and La Somnambula, and 
inatantaneously achieved an over- 
whelming and unequivocal suc- 
cess of the most gratifying description, both to herself and to the 
many friends who are interested in her, 

se 
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“HOME once more,” murmured A. SLOPER as he weighed into 
the “Sloper Arms" and ordered his usual two of “Unsweetened,” 
and “ As cold as ever,” sighed he as he picked himself off the out- 
side pavement on to which he had been decisively chucked when 
it was discovered that he had not even two decent shirt buttons 
to pay for his favourite beverage. And such was A, SLOPER'S 
welcome home on his return from his seaside tour. Verily London 
is an ungrateful city. ee 
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The Wedding Eve, although containing nothing original in the 
way of incident, is, nevertheless, quite up to the average of 
modern cumic- 
opera. The 
music is tune- 
ful, and the 
comic element 
is conspicuous, 
Where the 
opera fails 
is in ite 
plot. This 
, 38 very weak 
and insipid, 
with the con- 
sequence that 
it fails to hold 
the public at- 
tention. One 
point in the 
opera's favour 
—and the chief 
one, perhaps— 
is that it serves 
to re-introduce 
to the London 
pap ite: rat 

ton, perhaps 
one or the 
inoat versatile 
comedians of 
theday. “was 
at the Gaiety 
Theatre in its palmiest days that we last had the pleasure of seeing 
Mr. Elton, cnt Htion we lost sight of him, Now that he has again 
honoured the Metropolis with his presence, we hope that his stay 
here will be permanent and not temporary, as heretofore. Amongst 
the company engaged in the interpretation of The Wedding Eve, 
epecial words of praise are due to Kate Chard and J, Tapley. 


In Round the Town, Kattie Lanner, George Edwardes and Leo- 
pold Wenzel have doubtless knocked all previous records into a 


cocked hat. Nothing of a like 
description has ever been seen in 
England before, and the height 
of perfection, as far as ballets are & 
concerned, has indeed been 
reached on this occasion, As 
scene after scene develops, so 
does the «pectator’s pleasure in- 
crease, and when the curtain de- 
scends on the final tableau, “Our 
Empire,” the applause is enthusi- 
astic and general. Of course, in 
a ballet where everything is so 
good, it is ditticult to select any 
single item for special praise, but 
the Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay and the 
Shoeblack Dance are, un- 
doubtedly, two of the leading 
features of the spectacle. 
Bettina de Sortis and W. Warde 
are names with which we are 
well familiar: needless to say, in 
Round thr Town, they do 
nothing to detract from their 
reputation, V9 


THE Bristol Mercury says 
that when Miss Ellen Terry was 
staying at the Speech House re- 
cently, she amused herself by 
drawing an admirable likeness of 
A, SLOPER on the canvas back of acocoanut shying concern with 
a blue bag. A. SLOPER always liked Ellen, and this little incident 
tends to prove conclusively that the feeling is reciprocated. It 
was really awfully sweet of you, Miss Terry, but why, oh! why not 
have used something more romantic than a blue bag / 


s 

It is illegal to blow a whistle in the streets. It sometimes 
happens that a policeman really is somewhere in the vicinity, and 
they don't like false alarms, they have quite enough tu do with 
true, at least, so said Mr. Kennedy, of the Greenwich Police Court, 
the other day when he bound over Edward Ryan to keep the peace 
forthree months. Whata pity that similar measures can’t be adopted 
towards the fiend who makes an instrument of his lips, isn’t it? 


s 

WiTH the advent of the Autumn and the long dark nights, 
things at once assume a particularly lively aspect iu burglaring 
circles. Now 
doth the merry 
cracksman over- 
haul his jemmies 
his chisels an 
his centre-bita, 
clean his revol- 
ver, brush the 
dust off his life 
preserver, and 
prepare to go 
upon the war- 
path. He is a 
clever gentleman, 
is Sikes—a very 
clever gentleman 
indeed, and under 
his able manip- 
ulation, to quote 
from that splen- 
did old song 
“The Wolf, 
“Locks, bolts 
and bars soon fly 
asunder”; but 
it is, nevertheless, 
advisable to put 
as many diffi- 
culties in Wil- 
liam’s way as 
possible. Much 
surprise has often 
been expressed 
that Mildew Court has never been burglariously entered. It seems 
funny, certainly, but we don't mind telling you privately, only 
please don't repeat it to anyone, that the simple reason is because 
there is really nothing in the place really worth sneaking. 


s 

On, yes! A. SLOPER was present at the Printers’ and Paper 
Makers’, etc., etc., Exhibition at the Agricultural Hall last week, 
and, needless to say, patronized the different stalls indiscrimi- 
nately. ‘The one finding most favour in his eve was that belonging 
to the proprietors of Paper Making and The Stationery World. 
The whisky on draught here was especially good, and was only 
surpassed by the exhibits, which were capital. Three with you, 
Mr. 8. C, P., and congratulations on your excellent display. 


s 

As banks seem to be at the present time ina rather shaky con- 
dition, A. SLOPER is willing to receive small sums of money in 
trust, from any of his many readers who are donkeys enough to 
send it. Said money will be kept as long as the depositor desires, 
longer, if possible. No interest will be paid, but five wa in 
the pound 40 year will be deducted for refreshments. No bank 
books will be kept and no receipts given for money received, The 
public will have to trust the Ancient implicitly or not at all. 


WHAT a vast number of swindlera have been lately brought to 
justice, charged with defrauding young women and girls, under the 
pretence of coaching 
them for, or procuring 
them engagements on, 
either the stage or 
music hall. Most 
people are stage struck 
at some period of their 
lives, and uatil they have 
themselves seen some- 
thing of the hardships 
and trials which fall to 
the lot of those whoearn 
a living upon the boards, 
the yearning naturally 
continues ; and so long 
its there are girls anxious 
to be taught the elements 
of what seems to them 
an ideal profession, there 
will always be a number 
of unscrupulous black- 
guards ready to take 
advantage of the igno- 
rance, friendlessness and 
ambition of those who 
seck their advice, 


: 

Mr. Derinc Cur- 
TOIs is showing his pic- 
tures of “Fen and 
Marshlands " at the Mad- 
dox Street Galleries. It is a capital and interesting exhibition and 
artists, sportsmen, and lovers of nature familiar with the various 
aspects of our fens and marshes should on nu account neglect it. 


(Saturday, October 3, Teo. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs — 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WERK ENDING OcTUBER I5Tu, |x). 
——e : 


Oth October, 1834.—Under this date Raikes says that 


“OU 


save the King!" appears to be almost a literal translation .; |. 
cantique sung by the Demoiselles de St. Cyr when Lads Kc ee 
their chapel to hear the morniug prayer. The words we me his 

re Uy 


Brinon aud the music by Lully. 


“Grand Dieu, sauve le Roi! 
Grand Dieu, venge le Roi ! 
Vive le Roi! 
Que toujours glorieux, 
Louis Victorieux, 
Voye ses enemis 
Toujours soumis!" ete, 


He goes on to say that it was translated by Handel and adapted to 


the House of Hanover. 


hentia els deh ee 
10th October, 17764.—Harry Sellers this day fougin bo, 


Corcoran, “ whose challeuges were of the true Hibernian 
some hedge-schoolmaster, transplanted to the Seven Dials.’ 


was a sort of “Stunning Joe Banks" of his day. At the first on. 


Corcoran gave his opponent 8o violent a blow that it threw him te 
the farthest end of the stage ; but Sellers now fought very «j,, te 
about eighteen minutes, so as to wind his antagonist, and ‘thes 

Pierce Egan says Veter was play. 


polished him off in another ten. 
ing skittles next day as lively as a cricket. 


2. GALA nGGs AE 
llth October, 1331.—a statute of this date provides \ 
punishment in Jeb who are ambidexter, and take MONey Of the 


one party and of the other. 


a= ERG mA 
12th October, 1825.—Under this date Hone prints a jc 


from a indy who gives a calculation, furnished to her by a made 
aunt, of the number of stitches ina plain shirt made by her {ur |, 
grandfather, They amount in all to 20.646, the stitching of 1, 
collar alone, in four rows, amounting to 3,0UU stitches, : 


13th October, 1797.—Benjamin Hammett was this jx; 

fined £1,000 for refusing the oftice of Lord Mayor of London. 1). 
cap and sword of the Lord Mayor of London were given to s; 
William Walworth by Richard LI. for killing Wat Tyler. 

“A costly hat his Highness likewise gave, 

That Londou's ‘ maintenance’ might ever be; 

A sword, also, he did ordain to have, 

That should be carried still before the Ma: 

Whose worth deserved succession to the chair.” 


a 
14th October, 1838.—“ This day,” says a newspaper, “tiv 


liaut stag was started at Plumpton, ina field in the possession «i 

r. 8. Watkin, in the presence of a large per of foot people 
and horsemen. About half-past one o'clock the wheels were taken 
off the caravan, the bugle sounded, and out the noble anina 
sprang, as wild as the wind, up the field, at the head of which \« 
turned and made a grand leap over the hedge into another tieid, 
but, unfortunately for the sport of the day, he hurt one of his fret, 
However, he ran towards Salkeld Gates, turned there up a few 
fields towards Lazonby Fell, where he was taken within hulf an 
hour from starting. Mr. Jackson, as usual, tackled his lordship, 
but he tore Mr. Jackson's breeches with his horns from top ww 
bottom, but Mr. J. sustained no severe injury.” 


15th October, 1823.—In a newspaper of this date an arte + 
appeared describing some of the horrors of the treadmill in Trini- 
dad. “lt appears,” says the writer, “they have two punishments— 
the quick and the slow. Inthe quick time, or impelled motion, 
the wheel revolves twenty times in a minute; in slow time, ten or 
twelve. The common hangman is stationed with a cow-skin tv 
flog the unfortunate offender in case he should not keep equa! 
motion with the rotary movement of the wheel, which is not the 
reault of his treading, but regulates his treading.” Women were 
also punished in this way, and a case is mentioned of a man, ui- 
able to keep time, falling and breaking his leg. 


DEARE LADYE. 
“ DEARE ladye sitting by the rowan-tree, 
Why wait thus lonely?” 
“T wait my true love coming back to me, 
Him only!” 
“ Deare ladve, see, the sky is golden crested, 
‘Tis late and time is flying.” 
“ What need have I, the wearied birds be nested, 
And day’s a-dying?” 
“ Deare ladye, tell how long thou mayest wait, 
So lonely !"” oy 
“From him I love, naught parts, howe’er, ‘tis latc— 
Death only.” 
“ Dear ladye, see, I fling my cloak aside, 
And give sweet greeting, : 
And true’s the love I bring my dear, my bride, 
In meeting.” 
—— 


PALPABLE MADNESS. ‘ 
Wife. Doctor, I wish you'd call and see my husband. I fear lis 
brain is going wrong. e suffers so from delusivns. 
Doctor, In what way, madam? ‘ 
Wife. Why, only last week he said he thought my mother Liat 
the most agreeable woman in the world, and then he told us I 
the policeman at the corner had refused to have a drink with hi" 
and yesterday he told my sister that 1 had said 1 didn't want ay) 
money for a new bonnet or— K Ga cae 
Doctor (excitedly). My dear madam, this is a most serious Cas" 
he must be put under restraint at once. 
— 


TO MUDIE’S SUBSCRIBERS. 

A. SLOPER WARNS THEM AGAINST ADVERTISED /31P0SIT 

“A Bia STAKE” (I. V. White and Co.). No right to such a yes 
Not a word about rump or buttock. To pay thirty-one-dirn 
pence in the expectation of getting a real skin tightener e - a 
gross deception. Fur more satisfaction to he had out o ake it 
nary shilling “ point,” at the Ludgate Hill Grill Room, ob uy i ee 
“Spiers and Pond,” at one-and-six. “S. and P.” represe ni Cait 
sort of watch-pocket full of anchovy sauce. SLOPER ah «ell! 

“Songs Unsung” (Hopwood). Great McGuekin, what.) i 
Tf you think that when he found he couldn't sing em he 48 Ae 
his concertina, or his Jew's harp, or his banjo, or plete eae 
and slithered quietly off home, you are one of a Paes pe 
He had a high old wrestle with ‘em, if he couldu’t sinz en 
you won't forget it. * axavendtiel 
’ “O'Driscoll’s Weird” (Cassell’s). Git! He couldn't scares | 
sprat off a gridiron! ecvrrawtl 
PA Highland Chronicle" (Hutchinson and Co.). B caine’ exahs 
Old Man bought this, fondly and fully expecting it to 1 merely 
score at the * Browside Arms,” but it is not a slate at 0 i a 
record of the way they lived in the Hielands igh 
the wonder is, taking into consideration the fact Coe At 
is not once mentioned, that they ever lived—or le I heir titles 

In short, A. SLOPER has given up selecting books by 


JONS 


rage, ale 
* Special 
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since he discovered that: , serhatin 
“The Story of a Penitent Soul" (Bentley). is ae oe Street 

report of Jane Cakebread’s yarn to the Marlborouz 

Mavistrate ; cteas/atit® 
“No Place for Repentance” (MWurst_ and Blackett), ery rk ot 

thing but a graphic description of the Ring at Alexandr 
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October 8, 1892.7 
AUTOMATIC ANGLING. 


contous inventor has just brought out an automati3 rod, winch and 
viens ich fish will now hook themselves.) 


SomE benefactor, wishing 
= » To please Johnuies fond of 
Vow Jean o> fishing 

= papirn 1a 3 (Whether seekers after bar- 

twee ond oe bel, roach i gray ling, 
find my fr9h trout or cod), 

pod ae 47 } Is to anglers now a Mentor— 

Vrae: An ingenious inventor— 
He has patented of late an 
automatic line and rod. 


Let no fishers think it fable ; 
But to rest now they'll be able, 
Yea, if they should feel 
drowsy (fore’en anglers 
sometimes nod) ; 
For even if they're sleeping, 
Many ‘cute fish will come 
creeping 
In gladness towards the 
wondrous automatic 
line and rod. 


a” There’a no doubt this auto- 


f matic 
4%. New arrangement, though 


saturday, 


erratic, 

Will bring anglers quite as 
many fish—and_ that, 
too, on the nod— 

As e’er the old-time rod did 
When they by the streamlet plodded— 
All fish of taste will surely choose the Automatic Rod. 


———_———— 


HE WOULDN'T LEAVE IT. 
TiMIDLY the gaunt sad-eyed young man, with the long hair and 
wy boots pushed open the door in answer to the editor's resigned 
Come in,’ and stood modestly there before the great man, hat 
id manuscript in hand, 
“Well,” said the editor, abstractedly, looking up from his paper- 
trered ¢ ‘ 
“| have called, sir,” replied he of the doubtful understanding, 
to know if you could find a corner for a little poem iu seventecn 
anzas | have just dashed off.” 
The editor half wheeled in his chair and turned a pitying glance 
pou his visitor, “ My dear sir,” he said, not unkindly, don't you 
“surely you must have heard that poetry is a regular apothe- 
v's shop in the market.” 
The poet forced a smile. 
izht at some future time—e 
“Oh! well, zow you tglk reason,” was the reply, “of course if 
think your grandchildren would derive any pleasure from its 
ihlication you might care to leave it. Really,” continued the 
or, “you have no idea what a lot of things we have. Now, 
re” he) remarked, 
iiling open a couple 
drawers in his table, 
ock fall with papers, 
here are just a few of 
« things we shall in- 
rt during the next few 
Here now, for 
(diving into 
thsofthe MSs.), 
little thing by 
1) Written 
Awfully 
» fellow, Tennyson, 
know him at all?” 
"No, nol” said) the 
“{ haven't the 


Dra, 
“Al! your loss, T as. 
re you. Now, really, 
e poor old boy's 
vite worried because 
havent inserted it; 
used to come up here almost daily. But, since about. '85, he con- 
nis himself with writing every week, asking when it's likely to 
in, shall really have to use it some day—l[ really shall. Then 
wie’s Kipling. You know him, of course? Here are half a dozen 
his little bullads, Smart in their way, you know ; but it'll be I 
wt tell how long before T can use ‘em. And, oh !—er—what's 
is? A! some of Gilbert's funny tritlea, Good, good. But what 
ntdo? TL can't make room, can 12 Poor Sims, too, Perhaps 
uve heard of him, Clever young fellow. Writes in the Léferee 
d things, you know, Here's something in quite his beat style. 
Hillv's Hoge,’ he calls it. Ive had thie by me for years, but it’s 
wkward length—you see, there's always something. I’ve some 
tics by Clement Scott, too, and, oh ! heaps of other people,” went 
the editor, “but, really,” and he sighed wearily, “there's no 
ace of them going in vet. But, there, I'm keeping you. Let 
eevee your poem, — It shall take its turn, [ assure you.’ 
Tut the poet hesitated. After all, perhaps, he thought he 
vidn’t trouble the editor, He might place it somewhere else 
d—er—yes, Good morning. It is a very fine day. And then 
slowly and sadly removed himself out again into the cold and 
tiless world, And the Editor, smiling a sad, weary smile, sat 
wn to his work again, and was once more lost in the realms of 


ourht, 


ee perhaps,” he said, “you 


——— 


GIRLS OF THE «FRIV.” 
No, 67.—CHeERRY MAYNE, 


My blood and my brain were on fire, 

And I went to A. SLOPER, Esquire, 

Whom I clutched by the hair of his head, 

And declared I would kill him stone 
dead, 

“Why, what have I done?” said the 
Freak, 

And I roared, “ You contemptible sneak, 

You detestable scoundrel and knave, 

You old wretch with one leg in the grave, 

You most infamous villain unhung, 

| have heard that my ladylove young, 

My sweet maiden of manifold charms, 

Cherry Mayne, has been seen in your 
arms!" 

Then the reprobate’s body I thrashed, 

And his dignified boko I smashed, 

And T broke a few bones in his hide, 

And “Ill give you Bell Tinker!" 1 cried, 

“lor what right,” I inquired, with a 


sneer, 
“ Has an old married man to appear 
With a girl of ineffable charms 
Like divine Cherry Mayne in his arms?” 
But, when SLOPER got time to draw 
breath, 
He indignantly answered, “ Odsdenth ! 
can swear I have ne‘er had the bliss 
Of embracing that beautiful miss; 
But | know how your error has riz., 
For, each evening, three-penn‘orth of fizz 
t maiden of manifold charms 
B. that is kuown as my ‘ARMSs'!"” 


Drinks the 
ln the pu 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


28 EyoTt GARDENS, CHiswick MALL, W,, 
September 25th, 1392. 

DEAR ALLY,—Thanke for your world renowned “Award of 
Merit.” I shall try to live up to it. My lawyers are drafting a 
settlement entailing it ns an heirloom, Regards to the family. 
Adoration tu Tvotsie. ‘Two with you. Ever thine, 

H. T. JOHNSON, F.O.S. 
‘ey Storer, Esq., Friend of Man (to say nothing of the 
jadies). 


42 CuurcH Roan, Uprer Norwoop, §8.E., 
September 2th, 1892. 

DEAR ALLY,—I noticed in your paper of the 2uth inst. a letter 
to the effect that a certain person had cut out the pictures 
of your amusing sheet. LI should like to inform you that I have 
myself two large albums (and commencing the third) full of 
cuttings, all being of the female sex, consisting of, chietly, Fashion 
Fancies, actresses, bathers, etc., arranged so as to have a certain 
number of one kind ona page, placing the smaller cuttings between 
the larger ones, thus throwing off the heaviness. I have no wish 
to brag at all, but 1 think for taste, skill and neatness it would 
take a lot of beating, With every success to such a genuine and 
interesting paper, Believe me to be, my dear ALLY, always your 
admirer, CLAUDE H. WHITLOCK. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No, 131.—He Tries TO DO DAGONET A Guoop TuRN. 


WE'VE borne the Wreck's caprices long, 
His blunders we've pepalned$ 
The folks to whom he's done great wrong 
With copious booze we've squared. 
But, by the rood, if precious svon 
Ile does not cease to show 
The world that he’s 2 maniac loon, 
To Bedlam he must go! 


The Friend of Man has never read 
The brilliant Referre, 

Because on Sabbath days in bed 
Blind speechless drank lies he. 

Yet from fair Tootsie learns the sage 
What dramaa, hymns and whims 
Adorn the “ Cress and Mustard” page 

Of his dear comrades, Sitns. 


Thus Tootsie lately told her par 
How, for a trifling spree, 

The Cressman-pressinan'd been as far 
As London-by-the-Sea. 

Then added, with profound regret, 
While burning teara ran quick 

Adown her cheeks that Dagonet 
Had gone and lost his stick ! 


And 5LopPEr shrieked, “ My truest friend 
Has lost HI8 TICK, you say? 

Then let me to the rescue wend 
As fleet as wend I may!" 

And soon to Sims he sighed with woe, 
“My heart is sore and sick 

To find you've been slakewallowing so, 
That you have lost your tick ? 


“But Storer ne'er forsakes—not he !— 
A friend in need, and, zounds ! 

I'll gladly let you stand on me 
For twice ten thousand pounds, 

So seek your shops, good Pagonst, 
And place your orders slick, 

And, in A, SLOPER'S name, you'll get 
No end of blooming tick!" 


From “ Opposite the Ducks" a mass 
Of mangled clay did whizz: 
And SLOPER sobbed, “ Can George, alas! 
Be learning Sandow's biz?" 
Then deeply till the following noon, 
He drank to ease his woe : 
Toor idiot loon ! we fear that soon 
Io Bedlam he must go!" 


—_—>——__—_ 


HE SAW HER AWAY. 


Behini the Scencs. 

The Earl of Dulditch. Aw—er—what's the—er—matter, little 
woman? Got the—er—er—toothache? 

Flighty Flirtington, Oh, dear, no; my teeth are all sound, I’m 
happy to say, I think it must be a touch of neuralgia, these wings 
are so drafty. 

Enter Call Boy, If you please, Miss Flirtington, you've made a 
mistake and taken Miss Montressor's false teeth, and she says as 
how she wouldn't trouble you, but yours is so large she can’t get 


‘em in anyhow, 
a ne 


SOME OTHER GOOD MARS GONE WRONG. 
“ Mars is in a deuce of a state.”—Latest Astronomical Twaddle, 


CnarRuie's Mar has chidden him 
For sometimes getting tight ; 
Bertie’s Mar has bidden him 
Be home at ten each a 
Theo's Mar has tethered him 
Unto her apron strings ; 
Leo's Mar has leathered him 
For giving damsels rings. 
Tommy's Mara text at him 
From Scripture daily hurls ; 
Victor's Mar is vexed at him 
For winking at the girls. 
Franky's Mar falls foul on him 
For reading Frenchy books ; 
Davie’s Mar doth scowl! at him 
Because he hugs her cooks. 
Tilly's Mar is taking her 
To task for slangy apeech ; 
Mary's Mar is making her 
Forego a case of “ breach.” 
Gertie’s Mar is gitting her 
To wed a cashless cove ; 
Topsy's Mar is twitting her 
For using rouge, by Jove! 
So, sure, it’s not surprising that 
We read these various pars. 
In science prints, advising thut 
There's something wrong with Mans! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


BETWEEN the Cup and the Lip: The word “and.” 
; Not worth a Rap: The knocker on the door of an uninhabited 
honse, 

WHEN is a song of triumph appropriate to a whole continent ?— 
When it's Kuro-poean, 

A CREATURE that often “lays something to your charge”: Your 
dairviman'’s hen, 

FoLLOwING the (s)cent; Running after the man who has stolen 
a ha'penny from you, 
‘ ATURE oate-ertaiuly to produce his (s)wheatest songs in a corn- 
eld. 

A TYPE-RIGHTER: A corrector of printers’ proof-sheets. 
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SLOPER'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
THE LADY ELFRIDA. 


(A STORY OF THE CRUSADERS.) 
re 
CHAPTER IV, 

Sir MONTMORENCY DE BRANEGOLD paced slowly backwards 
and forwards on the ramparts of the lordly castle of the Braue- 
golds, The 
youth was in 

oyous mood. ¢ 
To-morrow was 
to be his wed- 
ding day, He 
had seen the 
Baron de Tor- 
quiville,and had 
told him of his 
devotion to his 
daughter, The 
aged Baron had 
received him 
kindly —almosc 
effusively, and 
had smoothed 
every obstacle 
from his path, 
The Lady El- 
frida was to be 
hia to-morrow, 
and to his youth- 
ful fancy the 
future was a 
bright and glow- 
ing picture, 

There was no- 
thing in the way 
to bar the mar- 
riage. Both'were 
noble, and, as 
we have seen, 
both were wil- 
ling. The youthful Montmorency wotted not of the terrible 
temper of his heart’s queen—would have brained anyone who would 
have dared to assert she was not all that the most poetic fancy 
could imagine her to be. 

Sir Peter de Straitville, who was his sole companion, smiled to 
see the sanguine youth so happy. Sir Peter was married—had been 
married for several years, and had already hinted on previous occa- 
sions that there might be matter in store which would mitigate the 
hymeneal joy. But his advice had been contemned. 

“Gadzooks !" said the young Montmorency, as he turned to his 
elder companion, “ I feel so light and gay in spirit, that [ could tly 
had [ but wings.” 

“Ha!” muttered the 
gloomy pessimist, “ perhaps 
you will have occasion ere to- 
morrow’s sun has set; but | 
hope for better things, though 
they be not likely to occur,” 

“Your are too gloomy a 
councillor, Sir Peter,” said 
Montmorency.  “ You croak 
so much, one would think 
you were unhappily married.” 

“Lintend not that sucha 
thought should arise,” said 
Sir Peter, “and would wil- 
lingly throw my gage of 
battle to anyone who would 
dare suggest. such a thing,” 
he fiercely added. “1 merely 
mean to hint that no one 
should build up a hope of 
the future on such a frail 
fabric as a woman's temper, 
‘Tis an unknown thing, my 
friend—a mystery the depths 
of which can only be dis- 
covered by eepechnuend a0 a 
somewhat risky experiment 
it is.” 

“*Tis'well, I did but banter. 
T know that you love me 
right cousinly,” said Mont- 
morency, “and | believe 
you intend your warnings for 
my good; but know that | 
fear not. The lovely El frida isall that a proud lover can imagine her to 
be. Our only occupation will be loving, ouronly desire to be beloved.” 

“1 desire not to croak, and [ trust all may turn out as you hope, 
snid Sir Peter. “But, hark in your ear; an’ it prove not so, | ask 
that you confide in me. There may never, I trust, be a need ; but 
if such there should be, I ask you to appeal to me.” 

“1 promise,” said the youth,“and that the more readily that | know 
occasion will not arise to create a necessity for my confidence. 

“Tis well,” said Sir Peter ; “and now let us descend to celebrate 
the last night of your bachelorhood by arousing draught of wine. 

“With pleasure ; an’ ye promise not to turnit sour by more dark 
forebodings, and 
even if you do, 
"twill only serve 
to make my own 
thoughts the 
brighter.” 

“T'll croak no 
more, and will 
galty break a 
wttle to wish 
good luck to your 
matrimonial ven- 
ture; but forget 
not your promise, 
Consult me, 
should the time 
at which 1 have 
hinted ever oc- 
cur; and IT hope 
you never will 
have occasion,” 

The two friends 
took a last look 
round on the fair [¥ 
demesne which 
surrounded the 
castle. Montmo 
rency de Brane- 
gold looked lin- 
geringly at the 
moon, which 
shone brightly on 
the scene, and 
smiled as he 
thought that the ‘ ' 
saine moon shone on the hend of his darling. He blew a soft his 
in the direction of her father’s castle, but a consciousness of the 
kiss never reached the lovely Elfrida, for she was that moment 
fully engaged in making a few remarks to her father on the sub- 
ject of his proper behaviour on the morrow, 

(Lo be continued next week.) 


“T could fly.” 


A gloomy councillor. 


A last look round. 
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THE "F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 276.—Mn. Tom GREEN, F.O.S, 

“The gentleman whose beaming countenance adorns * The 
Gallery ‘this week is about as well known at the Grand Theatre, 
Swiss Gardens, Shoreham, Sussex, as A. SLOPEicis at the* Blue 
Pig. Born in an atinosphere teeming with theatrical in- 
fluences, Baby Tom danced a hornpipe on the wash-hand stand 
and sang ‘Hot Codlins’' when he was only a week old. This 80 
amazei the nurse, who had been out once or twice before, that, 
with a piercing shriek, she fell backwards out of the bedroom 
window, bang through the conservatory roof and on to the bald 
head of Green, senr., who was culling the gentle nasturtium 
down below, ‘I'he father, though pretty well coopered up, was 
alive enough to grasp the situation, and there and then decided 
to make the boy a clown, From that time, Tom was allowed to 
play with red hot pokers; they encouraged him to keep strings 
of sausages (beef and pork ‘uns) in his knicker pockets, and, 
withont any tuition whatever, he collared every blessed thing 
he could lay his hands to, His success, in fact, was made from 
the moment he was born. He is gencrally admitted to be as 
good a versatile comedian, clown, stage manager, etc. as you 
would find ina day's march. In addition to all this, he’s an 
excellent scenic artist, having painted for Thos. Sidney Cooper, 
R.A., on many occasions. Chiefly because he’s a good all round 
man, he was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
conferred upon him January 9th, 1892," —-Debrett Improved, 


house? 
Natire. Thankee, zur, T don't mind if T do. 


“I say, Charlie, I hear everyone is rnnning down that prize 
cat of yours.” ‘ Daresay; I always said that animal had a 


number of hackbiters.” 


Tourist. Tell me, my good man, can one get decent ale at yon 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SHE HARDLY KNEW HIM. 
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Araminta ? A 
Araminta, Certainly not. Did he not, the despic 
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Government? 1 was not going to see tho poor jit: 
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Cyclist. That finger-post is misteading. It sa)... 
the way to Enfield, when it ain't. : 

Labourer, Ye see, guv' hor, when that post cot hr: 
it was menled bya stranger to these parts, ard 
stuck it up by guesswork, 


Visitor, 1 was so sorry, dear, to hear the bad news. Your husband ‘was such a good man, I believe? 


Hostess. Yves ; everybody says s0, although I wasn’t much acquainted with him myself, He belonged to 
six clubs, yon know, 


PHILANTHROPIC PRACTITIONER. 


[ TEATH IATHRAKTID 
; ABSOLOOTLY 


wipovr PAYN!!! 


(1), “Bedad !" chuckled Pat Rooney, as he stood at the door of his newly openel | at wonct. Bedad! yer month's as full av ould rocks as the Giant's Causeway ! (i've 
dental mareery at Ballybuozy,* they've put an ind to the moonloightin’. Bad scran to got some onld crags loyin’ past that Oi'll hammer in for ye for nothin'.”-— ‘ 
‘em! But Oi belave Oi shall get me revinge out av the Orange divils yet !——(2). “Whirooo! Pull, ye divil! Gnash yer gums, ye Orange thafe, for ye'll never «! 
“Good mornin’ to ye, sorr. Shure it’s grieved Oi am to see ye sufferin’ to this extint. "hacey ag'in! Beyobs! Oi'll tache ye to dance an Oirish jig to the chune of *Tevt 

Oi belave you're a mimber av the Orange Lodge here, are ye not? Shure Oi thought Wather' if yer shkull don't come off !"——(6). “ Phwat's that ye say ? * Whey the divi 

so. Take a sate, sorr, Oi'll soon set ye to roights !"——(3). “ Now, sorr, ye may kape do Oi advertize to do it widout pain’? Shure, thin, ye can’t read, ye fool crutur < 
on suckin’ away at the gas-poipe to pass the toime whoilst Oi toighten up the ropes ‘Tis widout ‘ payin’’ Oi wrote, an’, begor, Oi'll not charrge ye anythin’ for your cut! 

round your Orange carrcase ! "——(4), “ Begor ! Oi belave ye'd better have ‘em all out tainmint, at all at all. Oi'll do it for the honour of the thing.” 


A NATIONAL SHAME. HAND PAINTED. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


_“ Having 
After waitin 
startled at 7 
Pa became | 


“Straight ahead, ole man, Tl follollow ‘reeckly this co!- Most undesic™ Tatlin Geantng 
No, 30, Louise, fowdel pipe stops wobbling and le’s vet a li’.” Unfortunate effect of composition, Mos 5 su 


Wont, Wong hi: 
aly, 


& susile. 
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